'Very well.'

He hung up. Evidently the Commissake's responsi-
bility ended with seeing that I remained in St Gatien. I
asked for Toulon Ville 83-55. My request produced a
curious effect. Within less than a minute I was connected.
Another few seconds and I was speaking to Beghin. His
voice squeaked irritably over the wire.

'Who gave you this number?'

'The Commissaire.'

'Have you obtained the information about the cameras?3

'Not yet.'

'Then why are you bothering me?'

'I have discovered something.'

'Well?5

'The German, Emil Schimler, is calling himself Paul
Heinberger. I overheard a conversation between him and
Koche which sounded suspicious. There is no doubt that
Schimler is the spy and that Koche is his accomplice,
Koche also visits a house in Toulon. He states that he has
a woman there; but this may be untrue.'

Even as I said it I felt my self-confidence draining
away like water from a sieve. How very stupid it all
sounded. Over the wire came a sound that I could have
sworn was a hastily suppressed laugh. But what followed
showed me that I had been mistaken.

'Listen/ squeaked Beghin's voice angrily, 'you were
given certain instructions. You were told to find out which
of the guests had cameras. You were not asked to think
or to play detectives. You had your instructions. They
were clear and straightforward. Why have you not carried
them out? Do you want to go back to your cell? I want
no more of this nonsense. Return to the Reserve immedi-
ately, question the guests, and give me the information I
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